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MUSICAL SKETCHES.—No. VII. 
ORIGINAL AND SELECTED. 
Mr. Lewis, 

I approve, most heartily, of your plan in mak- 
ing Music form a principal feature in your valu- 
able, and well conducted Literary & Musical 
Magazine. 

By presenting to the Musical Literati of our 
country, a periodical record, or depet, of whatever 
relates to the origin, and rise of the science, or 
faculty of music, in the most enlarged sense of 
the words, you will advance Musical Literature, 
and aid in giving a character to this charming and 
important science, the study of which has hither- 
to been too much neglected amongst us. Your de- 
sign, Which is entirely novel in this country, rich- 
ly deserves, and will receive the thanks of the 
whole profession, as well as every amateur. 

Madame De Stael, in speaking of music, calls 
it ‘the first of arts:’ and again, ‘there is a whole 
order of sentiments, I might say, a whole order of 
virtues, which belong to the Knowledge, or at 
least to the taste for music.? And again, ‘of all 
the arts, music is that which the people of Vienna 
most value.’ Rousseau says, ‘the genius of a real 
musician makes the whole universe subservient to 
bis art. It describes all the images of life by 
seunds; it causes even silence to speak; it inter- 
prets ideas by sentiments, sentiments by accents; 
and it excites, within the inmost recesses of the 
heart, all the passions it expresses.’ 

An elegant writer, Burgh, observes, that 
‘among the various refinements of the present en- 
lightened age, the science of music appears, in an 
eminent degree, to have attracted the attention, 
not only of the exalted and affluent, but to have 
insinuated itself into, the secial enjoyments of 
every rank in society,--- 

In the modern system of female education, this 
facinating accomplishment is very generally con- 
sidered, as an indispensable. requisite.’ 

And what says ‘Luther. ‘Next to divinity, I 
consider music as the choicest gift of God; yet it 
is a language understood but by few.’ 


It will afford me great pleasure, Mr. Lewis, i! 
I may be allowed a corner of your journal, to 
furnish it with miscellaneous articles, consisting of 
interesting, entertaining instructive anecdotes and 
letters—biographical memoirs of celebrated musi- 
cal characters—proceedings of musical societies-- - 
abstracts from the works of distinguished lectur- 
ers---notice uf new inventions and improvements 
in musical instruments, as well as every informa 
tion relative to the science of music. D. 


—_—--- 


The celebrated Dr. Crotch, professor of music 
at Oxford, and lecturer at the Surry Institution 
London, delivered an introductory lecture of a 
course, reeently delivered at that institution. The 
doctor commences with an assertion that may sur- 
prise many, that music has been on the decline in 
this country since the middle of the Jast century; 
the causes of which were various; neglect of prin- 
ciples and the study of ancient masters, studying 
only detached branches of the science; being de- 
votcd to particular kinds of musie; the rage for no- 
veity; endeavoring to surprise instead of to please; 
and lastly, trusting to an uncultivated ear. He 
was of opinion that musical taste in England was 
at present in a very low state. Every one gave 
his opinion, and there was abundance of criticism, 
but it was not founded upon nor referable to any 
principles; though music, like every other science, 
possessed some that were true and invariable. 
Every one, however, considers himself as capable 
of judging, naturally and without any previous 
study, especially those who possess, or fancy that 
they possess, what is called ‘a good ear,’ but, 
though the necessity of a good ear be admitted, 
yet that alone and uncultivated was not of itself 
sufficient te form a musical critie: for.an ear for 
music does not imply a taste in music, but merely 
a capacity to acquire it. Although good music 
sometimes meets with public applause.he observed, 
that it is good music of the very lowest style, 
whether vocal or instrumental,that invariably pro- 
duces the greatest share of applause. 
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Ry our Letter-Box.] 
VITA MAID WOULD NOT WISH TO BE 
iii SOVEREIGN LADY OF 20 KNIGHTS. 
Pieasont is the tate of other times—it sends my soul 
back to the ages of old—and to the days of other 


‘.— 
A NEW noveL—| Continued. | 

Whilst madam Valere granted the request, in 
terms Which added to the favor, Eudocia survey- 
ed the young lady with delighted surprise, whose 
lovely face was ornamented by her luxuriant hair, 
dressed in the court fashion, and confined by a 
hat covered with waving plumes—her slender 
waist, and fair proportioned arms, were set off 
by a covering of black silk, buttoned with rich 
gems, the sparkling lustre of which were obscur- 
ed by the beaming of her eyes, whose first glance 
conveyed conviction of superior sense and talents 
in their owner. Eudgcia herself was an object not 
to be looked on with indifference by her guests— 
the roundings of her lawn robe displayed a bo- 
som white as the unsullied ermine, whose purity 
might in all things be its type, and polished as 
Parian marble; delicate ancles, and hands and 
arms of exact symmetry: Her face could not so 
well bear criticism, if it were possible for any 
beholder to think of the expedient; so captivating 
were its varying graces, so much superior were 
its turns to the formal lines of regularity—her 
long dark-brown tresses falling in ringlets below 
her waist, finished the interesting picture, and the 
animation of her black expressive eyes indicated a 
soul worthy of its casket. 

Untaught by forms, and actuated by her feel- 
ings, Eudocia advanced to the fair stranger, and 
with a smile of lively admiration, welcomed her 
to the valley. She had taken her hand—a kind 
pressure of her own,and thanks willingly expres- 
sed, encouraged her to hope she had pleased where 
she most wished to do so. 

Madam Valere learned her guests were sir 
Thomas Boleyne of England, and his Anna; on 
whom he doated with more than common fund- 
ness. England was as yet behind hand in elegance 
and refinement. Scarce recovered from the dire 
waste of civil war, she yet only breathed from 
contention—and had not long arrived at that se- 
curity and peaceful quiet, which is the first step to 
the tine arts and belle-lettres—for those, France 
was already distinguished. All the young nobles 
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and ladies, whose manners displayed any proti- 
ciency in the graces, were iudebted for them to 
France. Ann Boleyne was a master-piece of na- 
ture, but the world had discovered nature was 
not a sufficient modeller, and that to please or 
charm, art must lend her aid, correct the gesture, 
polish the dullest spots, inform the mind, and draw 
out all its powers. For these advantages, the 
beauteous Anna was brought to France by her 
fond father; his intent was answered, and she was 
confessed one of the most accomplished, as well 
as lovely, ladies of her age. Sir Thomas was re- 
turned from a journey he had undertaken in be- 
half of friendship, and meant now to conduct his 
treasure to her native land, where his hopes pre- 
saged her excellencies would not remain unno- 
ticed, 

Eudocia and Anna, were mutually pleased with 
each other, they were neither on the reserve, 
and the artless frankness which marks their age, 
soon improved the partiality, they early retired to 
rest, and chose the same bed, Anna fatigued by 
travel, in spite of herself yielded to drowsiness; 
but Eudocia could only ruminate—her heart had 
panted for the dear blessing of friendship---and 
this was the first opportunity offered her. Anna 
slept late next morning, and Alice came ere she 
awoke to dress Eudocia, madam Valere was 
waiting for her in the little chapel---there devo- 
tions performed, they returned to the hall, where 
sir Thomas and his daughter joined them for 
breakfast---fruits, creams, and delicate roots with 
fine bread were neatly spread for them. Cheer- 
fulness presided at the board, but soon the new 
friends’ features became clouded, as they heard 
sir Thomas answer madam Valere’s request to 
honor her cottage by a few days’ residence, that 
he could not comply with one so agreeable to him, 
and that till the next day only could he possibly 
abide there. OLERON. 


{ To be continued. } 


The following good natured lines were received by 
the printer of a village news-paper, enclesed in an 
article for publication: 


TO THE PRINTER. 


Permit a giddy, little girl, 

For once to fill your poet’s corner; 
She cares not how the critics snarl, 
Or beaux or macareons scora her, 
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She longs in print her lines to see; 
Oblige her (sure you can’t refuse it) 
And if you find her out—your fee 
Shall be, to kiss her, if you choose it. 


—_ 


TRUE FRENDSHIP. 
Who trusts to Friendship brightly pure, 
Will never be deceived, 
Tis founded on a base most sure, 
And ought to be believed. 
The Friendship that is known and tried 
Doth wear a fairer hue; 
Tis true in youth and beauty’s pride— 
When age appears, ’tis true. 
Beauty will fade, and lovers fly, 
But Friendship knows not how to die. 


LOVE RENEWED. 


Light fly the hours, attendant joy, 
Gay mirth, and every sweet employ; 
Chasing the short-liv’d moments, proye 
The blisful state of growing love. 


New to the heart, the youthful Fair, 
First learnt to feel a tender care; 

A fond solicitude, which says, 

How poor the calm of former days: 


Then hope and fear, alternate reign, 
Transition of delight and pain; 

That dear distress, that charming strife, 
Which interests every scene of life. 


The cheek suffus’d, the downcast brow, 
The sigh escap’d we now not how; 





[From the World.] 
TO DELLA CRUSCA. 


Thou bidst my “purple slumbers fly!” 
Day’s radiance pours upon my eye. 

I wake—I live! the sense o’erpays 

The trivial griefs of early days. 

What! tho’ the rose-bud on my cheek 
Has shed its leaves, which late so sleek, 


Spoke youth, and joy—and careless thought, 


By guilt, or fear, or shame unsmote; 
Sis Viewuiiieg soul is yet in youth, 

Its lively sense attests the truth. 

O! I can wander yet, and taste 

The beauties of the flow’ry waste; 

The nightingale’s deep swel! can feel, 
Whilst from my lips the soft drops steal; 
Rapt! gaze upon the gem-deck’d night, 
And mark the clear moon’s silent flight; 
Whilst the slow river’s crumpled wave 
Repeats the quiv’ring beams she gave. 
Not yet, the pencil strives in vain, 

To wake upon the canvass plain, 

Allthe strong passions of the mind, 

Or bint the sentiment refin’d; 

To its sweet magic yet I bow, 

As when Youth deck’d my polish’d brow. 
The chissel’s feath’ry touch to trace, 
Thro’ the nerv’d form, or sotten’d grace, 
Is lent me still. Still I admire, 

And kindk at the Poet’s fire— 

My torch, at Della Crusca’s light, 

And distant follow his superior flight. 

O Time! since these are left me still, 
Of lesser thefts e’en take thy fill, 

Yes, steal the lustre from my eye, 

And bid the soft carnation fly; 

My tresses sprinkle with thy snow, 
Which boasted once the auburn glow; 
Warp the slim form that was ador’d 

By him, so lov’d, my bosom’s Jord 
But leave me, when all these you steal, 
The mind to taste, the nerve to feel! 





ANNA MATILDA. 
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The soft rebuke, th’ unwiling blame, 
Triumphant nature all prociaim. 


Sweet is the Passion thus pursu’d, 

But sweeter far is Love Renew’d, 

Than Love, which, when the bosom thri!’<, 
Suspense with icy hand hath chill’d; 


Hath doom’d to sit the mournful day, 
And weep the ling’ring time away; 

The heart’s best prospects, once so fair, 
Chang’d in an instant to despair.— 


How hard! to view the budding rose 
‘In life’s glad morn its sweets disclose, 
Then in 5 fond expectant hour, 

Yo lose the lovely yielding flow’r. 

How sweet! when hope was scarce alive, 
To see that hour again revive, 

The long-lost rose once .norc to view, 
With ripen’d fragrance bloom anew. 
Then love, with soft-eyed pity blends, 
hen mem’ry all her aid extends! 
Past sorrow, heightens present joy, 
And rapture lives without alloy. 

b———— 
Lines written by a Lady on a window. 


The power of love shall never wound my heart, 
Though he assails me with his fiercest dart. 


ARLEY. 


Answer, written underneath, by a Gentleman. 
The lady has her resolution spoke, 
Yet writes on glass in hopes it may be broke. 





Two lines, or the widower’s Consolation. 
Two bones in one moment have taken a trip, 
I have buried my 174, and got rid of my Aip. 
= 

Curious Proclamation.---In 1547, a proclama- 
tion was issued by Henry the 8th---‘that women 
should not meet together to babble and talk, and 
that all men should keep their wives in their 





, houses.’ 
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PHILADELPHIA, JUNE 7, 1819, 





We are happy to have it inour power to announce 
to the public, that, Mr. Delaplaine has just added to 
his large and highly interesting collection, the Por- 
Jaits of the following emiftentand pepular characters. 

Colonel Johnson, Gen. Jesup, Col. Meigs, Josiah 
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oe etcg nn Barat the Ruticn caliccades hic & Cam any business prosper under an annual domestic 
excellency mr. Baggot, the British embassador, his d : ; 
excellency mr. De Onis, the Spanish embassador, expenditure of 10,000 dollars, together with losses 
and the celebrated Indian Chief Gen, M‘Intosh, who in trace? 
is now accompanying the President of the United ; : 
eo Mapes 0, i 6%. “i An auctioneer was selling ware to many 
States in part of his tour. f . 
This accession to the Gallery wiil greatly increase ladies and very few gentlemen, and the ladies 
the public interest, and add much tothe credit of mr. Q were bidding for articles, the real value of which 
srolagiatas for his public spirited par gh ey general- they were ignorant of. Now, thinks I, while 
ly, and particularly as the founder of the first estal- these amiable wives are so anxiously struggling 
lishment of the kindin America—a gallery which to zet rid of their husbands’ tl ie h 
must become, not only a fashionable place of resort, o get rid of their husban * money, seir AuUs- 
but a general depository for the works of the differ- » bands, poor creatures, are toiling in the sun, bor- 
ent artists of our country, where competition willex- 2 rowing at large premiums, and doing all to pre 
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“ . One lady bid high for a plated soup tureen—‘Sho 
sha’n’t have it, I am determined,’ said a cross 
little woman, ‘IP’ll have it, cost what it will;’ then 
commenced opposition, then commenced a system 
ef out-bidding, until the articles were knocked eff 
at twice their value! And who suffers, said 1? 
The husband, surely, some reflection, some con- 
sideration, is due to a toiling, anxious, worried 
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10,000 dollars per annum, in their houses, carria- 

ges and wines; can it, therefore, be surprisng, that If these things are not checked, we may cote 

an accumulation of such expense should lead to ruin. plain of the times without producing reyes and 
I have long observed, with regret, the wanton } now Is the time to commence the sayy of regen- 

extravagance of our merchants and traders. A eration, and to use firmness where eg 

store ia rented at 1200 or 1500 dollars per annum, ails. HOWARD. 
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Virtue lives w ithin her Heart. 
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of my soul! Love, who can thy pow’r conti oul? 
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Ce - lia steals my heart a way; 
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the swain, Who might such a prize ob - tain; O-ther joys he 
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All that temptingly bezguiles, 
Sparkling eyes and dimpling smiles; 
Eviry charm and ey’ry grace 
Dwell on Celia’s beauteous face: 
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Open, generous, free from art, 
Virtue lives within her Heart; 
Modesty and Truth combin’d, 
Suit her person to her mind, 
Happy, happy were the swain, &: 
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A NIGHT OF HORROR, 


Mr. Editor,—TI send a translation of a most interest- 
ing letter, addressed to a German gentleman, 
now resident in Hamburg, from whom I received 
it, with permission to make what use of it I should 
think proper, I have translated it most literally; 
and though perhaps rather long for your miscel- 
jany, I was unwilling to weaken its effects by the 
omission of any passage. The writer is still living, 
a man of very rare endowments, and the author of 
several fine poems, one of which, on the immor- 
tality of the soul, I hope to translate for some fu- 
ture number. H. M. 

Dear FRIEND, 

You have often asked me to describe to you on 
paper an event of my life, which, at the distance 
of thirty years I cannot look back to without 
horror. No words can give an adequate image of 
the miseries i endured duris,, that teartal night; 
but | shall try to give you something like a faint 
shadow of them, that from it your soul may con- 

cive what I must have suffered. 


I was, you know, on my voyage back to my 
native country, after an absence of five years 
‘pent in unintermitting toil in a foreign land, to 

aich I had been driven by a singular fatality. 
(Jur voyage had been most cheerful and prosper- 
sus, and on christmas-day we were within fifty 
‘cagues of port. Passengers and crew were all in 
‘he highest spirits, and the ship was alive with 
mirth and jollity. For my own part, I was the 
very happiest man in existence. I had been unex- 
pectedly raised from poverty to aflluence—my 
parents were longing once more to behold their 
erring but beloved son, and I knew that there was 
one dearer even than any parent, who had re- 
mained faithful to me thro all my misfortunes, and 
would soon become mine for life. 


About eight o’clock in the evening, I went on 
deck. The ship was sailing upon a wind, at the 
rate of seven knets an hour, and there was a-wild 
grandeur in the night. A strong snew sterm blew, 
but steadily and without danger; and now and 
then, when the struggling moonlight overcame 
the sleety and misty darkness, we saw, for some 
distance around us, the agitated sea all tumbling 
with foam. There were no shoals to fear, and the 
ship kept boldly on her course, close-reefed, and 
mistress of the storm. I leant over the gunwhale, 
admiring the water rushing past like a foaming 
cataract, when, by some unaccountable accident, 
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Horror. 
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I lost my balance, and in an instant fell overboard 
into tho sea. 

I remember a convulsive shuddering all over 
my body, and a hurried leaping of my heart, as I 
felt myself about to lose hold of the vessel, and af- 
terwards a sensation of the most icy chillness frem 
immersion into the waves,—but nothing resem- 
bling a fall or precipitation, When below the wa- 
ter | think that a momentary belief rushed across 
my mind that the ship had suddenly sunk, and 
that I was but one of a perishing crew. I imag- 
ined that I felt a hand with long fingers clutching 
at my legs, and made violent efforts te escape, 
dragging after me, as I thought, the body of 
some drowning wretch. On rising to the surface, 
I recollected in a moment what had befallen me, 
and uttered acry of horror which is in my ears to 
this day, and often makes me shudder, as if it 
were the mad shriek of an other person in the 
extremity of perilous agony. Often have I dream- 
ed over again that dire moment, and the cry I 
utter in my sleep is said to be something more 
horrible than a human voice. No ship was to be 
secn. She was gone forever. The Jittle happy 
world to which, a monient before, [had belonged, 
had swept by, and [ felt that God had flung me at 
once from the heart of joy, delight, and happiness, 
into the uttermust abyss of mortal misery and 
despair. Yes, I felt that the almighty God had 
done this,—that there was an act, a fearful act of 
providence; and miserable worm that I was. { 
thought that the act was cruel, anda sort of wild, 
indefinite objectless rage and wrath assailed me, 
and took for a while the place of that first shriek- 
ing terror. I gnashed my tecth, and cursed my- 
self,—and with bitter tears and yells blasphemed 
the name of God. Itis true, my friend, that 1 did 
so. God forgave that wickedness. The Being 
whom I then cursed was in his tender mercy not 
unmindful of me,—of me, a poor, blind, miserable, 
mistaken worm. But the waves dashed on me, 
and struck me on the face, and howled at me; and 
the winds yelled, and the snow veat like drifting 
sand into my eyes, and the ship, the ship was 
gone, and there was I left to struggle, and buffet, 
and sink, and perish, alone unseen, and unpitied 
by man, and as I thought too, by the everlasting 
God. I tried to penetrate the surrounding dark- 
ness with my glaring eyes, that felt leaping from 
their sockets, and saw, as if by miraculous pow- 
er, toa great distance through the night,—but 


WOrvor. 
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no ship—nothing but white crested waves, and the 
dismal noise of thunder. I shouted, shrieked, and 
yelled that I might be heard by the crew, till my 
voice was gone,—and that too, when I knew that 
there were none te hear me. Atlast I] became ut- 
terly speechless, and when I tried to call aloud, 
there was nothing but a slight gash and convul- 
sion,—while the waves came upon me like stun- 
ning blows, reiterated and reiterating, and drove 
me along like a log of wood or a dead animal. 
Once I muttered to myself, ‘this is a dream, 
and I shall awake.’ I had often before dreamt of 
being drowned, and this idea of its being a dream 
so pressed upon me, that I vainly strove to shriek 
out, that the noise might awaken me. But oli! the 
transition, from this momentary and wild hope of 
its being all a dreadful dream, into the conviction 
of its reality! That indeed was something more 
hideous than a fanatic’s thought of hell. All at 
once I felt my inmost soul throttled, strangled and 
stifled, by an insupportable fear of death. That 
death, which to my imagination had ever appear- 
ed the most hideous, and of which I had often 
dreamt till the drops fell down my forehead like 
rain, had now in good truth befallen me: but 
dredful as ali my dreams had been, what were 
they all to this? I felt as if all human misery were 
concentrated in the speechless anguish of my own 
one single heart. 


All this time I was not conscious of any act of 
swimming; but I soon found that | had instinctive- 
ly been exerting all my powcr and skill, and both 
were requisite to keep me alive in the tumultuous 
wake ofthe ship. Something struck me harder 
than a wave. What it was | knew not, but I 
grasped it with a passionate violence, for the hope 
of salvation came suddenly over me, and, with a 
sudden transition from despair, I felt that I was 
rescued. I had the same thought as if I had been 
suddenly heaved on shore by a wave. The crew 
had thrown overboard every thing they theught 
could afford me the slightest chance of escape 
from death, and a hen-coop had drifted towards 
me. At once all the stories I had ever read of 
mariners miraculously saved at sea, rushed across 
my recollection. I had an objeet to cling to, which 
I knew would enable me to prolong my existence. 
I was no longer helpless en the cold-weltering 
world of waters; and the thought that my friends 
were thinking of me, and doing all they could for 
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me, gave to me, a wonderful courage. T may yet 
pass the night in the ship, I thought; and I look- 
ed around eagerly to hear the rush of her prow, 
or to sce thro the snow-drift the gleaming of he» 
sails. 

This was but a momentary gladness. ‘The ship 
I knew could not be far off, but for any good she 
could do me, she might have been in the heart of 
the Atlantic ocean. Ere she could have altered 
her course, I must have drifted a long way to lee 
ward, and in that dim snowy night how was such 
a speck to be seen? I saw a flash ih and 
then there was thunder. It was the SMp firing a 
gun, to? let me know if still alive, that she was 
somewhere lying to. But wherefore? I was separ- 
ated from her by a dire necessity,—by many 
thousand fierce waves, that would not my 
shrieks be heard. Each succeeding gun wadiard 
fainter and fainter; till at last I cursed the sound. 
that scarcely was heard above the hollow rumb- 
ling of the tempestuous sea, told me that the ship 
was farther and farther off, till she and her heart- 
less crew had lost me to my fate. Why did they 
not send out all their boats to row round all the 
night through, for the sake of one whom they 
pretended to love so well? I blamed, blessed and 
cursed them by fits, till every emotion of my soul 
was exhausted and I clung in sullen despair to the 
wretched piece of wood that still kept me from 
eternity. ( To be concluded in our next No.) 





—_— 


ROSALIND. 


I would not change for cups of gold 
This little cup which new I hold, 
Tis from the beech that gave a shade 
At noon day, to my village maid. 


J woud’nt change for Persian loom 
The humble matting of my room; 
Tis from those very rushes twin’d 
Oft press’d by charming Rosalind. 


I would’nt change my lonely wicket 
That looks into her favorite thicket, 
For portals proud, or towers that frown, 
The monuments of old renown, 


I would’nt change this foolish heart 
That learns from her to sigh and smart 
for his who burns for love of glory, 
Or loses life, to live in story. 


Yet in themselves, my heart, my cot, 
My mat, my bowl, I value not 

But only as they one and all 

My lovely Rosalind reca!! &. 
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LIST OF MUSIC, 
Published at this office, since the first of January 


last, at 12% cents each piece. 
On! Cruel! 
© still Remember Me, by H. C. Lewis, Music ex- 
tracted from Mr. Philipp’s Ballad entitled “ The 
Blooming Rose at early morn.” 
Blow, blow, thou Winters wind— Dr. Arne, 
Whither my Love, sung by mrs, French, 
Roy’s Wife of Aldivalloch, sung by Mrs. French, 
Will you be Mine, 
Vale of Avoca, by Moore, 
What - loves the merry Tar, 
Jesu: Savigjar of my soul, 
{s there a heart that never lov’d,sung by My.Philipps. 
Tho’ Tove is warm awhile, sung by Mr. Philipps. 
\h sure a pair was never scen, sung by Mr. Philipp 
Bewildercd Maid, sung by Mr. Philipps. 
Loves Young Dream, sung by mr. Philipps. 
ie Henry, or Love aud Glory, sung by mr. 
nan. 
T abel. my Lo: Cc, by H. C. Lewis. 
Village Maids I stray, sung by mrs. De Luce. 
bruce’s Address, sung by mr. Incledon. 
uilors Last Whistle, sung by mr. Incledon. 
Che Heart of Charity, by H.C. Lewis. 
We shall live towether Laddie! 
Do not Delay, my Love, by H. C. Lewis, Music by 
storace. 
ENGRAVED MUSIC, 
Just Received and tor Sale as above, at the following 
Reduced Prices. 
At 184 cenis each (2 pages.) 
Oh! Cruel! 
Brunswick Waltz, arranged by F. A. Wagler, 
Willig’s Waltz, No. 1 and 2. 
Queen of Prussia’s Waltz, composed by Himmel, 
Mozart’s Waltz, 
Cfhree Waltzes and Rondos, 
Capron’s Rondo, arranged by A. Reinagle, 
Baron of Moubray, 
lyrolese song of Liberty, by T. Moore esq. 
At morning dawn the Hunters rise, sung by mrs. 
Burke. 
Biue-eyed Stranger, 
Washington Guards, written by J. F. Wells. 
Gule of Love, composed by Z. Mazzingher, 
Maid of Athens, by Lord Byron, music by Horsley, 
Beech Tree’s Petition, by Campbell, music by R. 
Taylor, 
Wreath of Roses, composed by B. Carr. 
At 25 cents each (3 pages, ) 
Cottage Rondo, composed by M. Holst, 
Gently touch the warbling lyre, 
Mary’s Willow, 
Blue-eyed Youth, 
Minstrel’s Harp, from the Lay of the Last Minstrel, 
When Lroved a young Highlander, by Lord Byran. 
At 37% cents, (4 pages,) 
Le Retour de Cambridge Romance et Rondo. 
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At 50 cents, (5 pages.) 
Swiss Waltz with 4 variations, 
Medley, with the most favorite airs and variations, by 
1. C. Moller. 
At 62% cents, (6 pages.) 
Lord Wellington’s Military Divertimento, by M. 
Holt. 
At $2-50, (29 pages.) 
Six Sonatinas, progressive for the Piano-Forte, by 
Steibelt. 
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EVELEEN’S BOWER, 
Just published, and for sale at the Cheap Music-store, 


By H. C. Lewis, 
No. 164, South Eleventh Sireet. 
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LOST. 

On board the Steam-boat, between Baltimore and 
this city, a small red moroca Pocket-Book, contain- 
ing a Deed of Trust, and a certifi-ate of another, and 
some Accounts, &c. with about $20 in Philadelphia 
Notes, one 5 dollar note torn in two, and a letter toa 
stone-cutter. 

Whoever will return the same to the captain of the 
Boat, or to this office, with or without the money, 
shall receive $ 5 dollars reward, and no questions 
asked. Lost about the first of May. 
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NEW SONG BOOKS, 

The First and Second Volumes, of the New Uni 
versal Weekly Song-Book, containing about Ave 
hundred fashionable and favorite songs, 

Bound in Boards, 
For Sale, as above, Price 75 cents per Volume. 
ALSO, 

A variety of Stationery, among which are very 
cheap Pencils, excellent Ink Powder, and small wa- 
fers which will be sold uncommonly low. 

Mr. Lewis has also about 300 Novels to lend by 
the week, &c. on the usual terms, viz, 6; cents per 
volume. 


SE) A MIRAE oe ea v2 
LITERARY & MUSICAL 
MAGAZINE. 


This paper contains 8 quarte pages, printed every 
Monday. A part, not exceeding 2 pages, is always de- 
voted to Music, and the remainder to useful and en- 
tertaining LITERATURE. 

Terns, One dollar per quarter, in advance. 

acm Orders from distant parts, addressed to He 
C.Lewis.272 Market-st. enclosing the amount of sub- 
scription, (POST-PAID,) attended to immediately. 

Philadelfhi’, Pa., April, 1819. 

{44 PRIN ERS who publish the above, 3 times e- 
very qu Pte, shall receive the work as fad for, 
mstead of cachange H. €. LEWIS 





